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to the Pariala goal. The score was five all and only three
minutes to go. Another minute went by and then another.
"Only one left now . . . one last minute. The immense crowd
was wild with excitement. Dignified officials, generals, stately
Indian princes stood on tiptoe, waving headgear and shouting,
cheering themselves hoarse. Women screamed ; only one figure
sat immovable, old Sir Pertab who might have been carved
in stone.
"In the second half of that last thrilling minute, Jodhpur
scored its goal and won, amid such a scene as the eye of man
has seldom looked upon. Sir Pertab stood up to find the Prince
of Wales shaking him vigorously by the hand ; the tears poured
down the old man's cheeks. The second of his great ambitions
in life had been achieved.
"After Jodhpur came Udaipur, one of the loveliest places
in India, situated off the beaten track, for it is seventy miles
from the junction of its small gauge branch line with that of
the main railroad to Delhi and the north.
"Apparently no one had ever arrived in Udaipur by aero-
plane, so the whole place was agog with the new excitement.
The city lies within a cluster of hills forming an encircling
rampart and this beautiful amphitheatre when viewed from die
air is an amazing panorama of fields, green and prosperous, of
lakes and islands covered with marble palaces, of clumps of
trees and the domes of temples shimmering in the sunlight, just
such a picture as gives the impression of being over the Italian
lakes.
"We were the guests of the Maharana, who housed us in a
building complete, as advertisements would say, with all
modern improvements, and commanding a fine view over
the city.
"We visited the ruler of this garden of Eden and were shown
the palaces and lakes, the temples and fortresses which are a
pocket history in themselves. We went out forty miles to the
largest artificial sheet of water in the world, made by a capri-
cious ruler of medieval times, to this Italy on the edge of the
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